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MEMORY of Mrs. MAN SELL, 


Unfortunately killed in a CHAISE 


Overturned by the Horſes ſtarting at a Flaſh of Lightning, 
Nov. 3, 1770, in the 75th Year of her Age. 


TIarroins Agerys pphrnonto. H O M. 
Nee te tua plurima, Pantheu, 
Labentem Pietas, nec Apollinis Infula texit. Vine, 


Oh! blind to Truth and God's whole Scheme below, 
Who fancy Bliſs to Vice, to Virtue Woe. 

Who ſees and follows that great Scheme the beſt, 
Beſt knows the Bleſſing, and will moſt be bleſt: 

But Fools, the Good alone, unhappy call, 

For Ills or Accidents that chance to all. Pope. 
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TO THE 


Reverend Mr. MANSELL 


SIR, 


”" TI Am not aſhamed to profeſs that T pay this Part of Service moſt 
| unwillingly — for it is a ſad Office to be chief Miniſter in the 
Houſe of Mourning, and to preſent an intereſted Perſon with a 
Branch of Cypreſs and a Bottle of Tears. And indeed, it were 
more proportioned to your Need, to bring ſomething that would al- 
leviate or divert your Sorrow, than to dreſs the Hearſe of your 
dear Lady, and furniſh it with ſuch Circumſtances, that it may 
divell with you, and lie in your Cloſet, and make your Prayers and 
Retirements more ſad and full of Weeptngs. But becauſe the divine 
Providence hath taken from you a Perſon ſo excellent : a Woman fit 
to converſe with Angels and Apoſtles, with Saints and Martyrs : 
give me leave to preſent you with ber Picture, drawn in little, and 
in water-colours ; ſullied indeed with Tears and the abrupt Accents 
of a real and conſonant Sorrow, but drawn by a faithful Hand, 
and taken from the Life : for it were too great a Loſs to be de- 
prived of her Example and her Rules; of the Original and Copy 
at the ſame Time. Her Idea of Chriſtianity was, that it ſuppoſed 
Mankind had loft their original Perfection, which was proved by 
the Degeneracy of the World till the Coming of Chriſt : the avowed 
Aim of whoſe Divinity was to recapacitate us, confiſtent with free 
Agency, to be Partakers of the divine Nature: by offering Pardon 


for 
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for the paſt: by accepting Repentance inſtead of Innocence: and by 

 ſhewing Mercy at all Times and to all Crimes not preſumptuouſly 
perſiſted in and habitually forſaken : yet ſuſpending, as it ſeems, the 
final Iſſue of this Mercy on the Performance of theſe moral Duties, 
which the Redeemer has made the Teſt of Obedience, and by his Holy 
Spirit purified and ſublimed into Chriſtian Graces, giving to what 
was temporal, an eternal Reward, Thus Boaſting and Claim from 
the Creature is precluded: God in Chriſt bas the Pre-eminence in 
all Things, and the Redeemed of the Lord go with everlaſting Joy 
on their Heads. — She ever thought, that Prayer without Practice, 
is Lazineſs, and contradicted by Practice, is Hypocriſy — that 
Wiſhes were not to go for Endeavours: and that to water an ill 
Plant every Day, and then pray againſt the Growth of it, is both 
abſurd and prepoſterous. The Age requires that ſuch Lives be pre- 
ſerved in Memory, to inſtruct our Piety, or reproach our Vices. 
For ſince God hath cut down this Tree of Paradiſe from Earth, 
yet thus the dead Trunk may ſupport a Part of the declining 
Temple, or kindle the Fire on the Altar. May the Swellings of _ 
your Sorrow ſubſide in a pious Reſignation: and when you pay a 
Tear to her Memory, or her Grave, drop one of Foy for God's Mer- 
cies; that he hath taken her to a Place, where ſhe can weep no 
more. — I think I ſhall, as long as 1 hve, that 16, ſo long as I can 
remember that ſhe was my Friend, and that I am 


Your's, 


J. Wheeldon.” 


MONODY 


&c. 
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I. 
ce AY from Affliction's various Source, 
1 Do none but turbid Waters flow? 
* And cannot Fancy clear the Courſe ? 
% For Fancy is the Friend of Woe.” 
Thus the fine Painter of Elfrida's Pains, 
And Grey ſupreme in melting Ditties dear; 


Thus Lycidas the mighty Milton plains - 


His hapleſs Friend who had not left his Peer; 
Shall mine then ſink unhonour'd to the Grave, 
Without the Meed of ſome melodious Tear ? 


IT. 
No! Ye great Maſters of the tuneful Art! 
„ Dear as the Light that viſits theſe ſad Eyes, 
Dear as the ruddy Drops that warm my Heart, 
„ She died amidſt a weeping Country's Cries.” 
Oft would ſhe tune, and finely feel your Song, 
To ſooth ſeverer Cares and uſeful Tolls : 
Then pardon, as I waft her Shade along, 
My Muſe, that thus your wealthy Page beguiles, 
If, like the Breeze that ſweeps the ſpicy Shore, 
ce She whiſpers whence were ſtole the balmy Spoils.“ * 


III. 
Mother of Excellence, Urania beam'd 
The Fire cœleſtial on her infant Mind: 
Parental Duty guided, as it ſtream'd, 
The Flame, in moral Iſſues well refin'd. 
Keen as an Eagle, gentle as a Dove, 
Learn'd without Pride, and pious without Spleen; 
What Wit, or Worth, or Wiſdom would approve, 
Her Heart had felt, her mental Eye had ſeen: 
Rich in the Treaſures of her native Tongue, 
In Moſes' myſtic Volume rich I ween. 
IV. What 
* Milton, B. 4. 158. 
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IV. 
What were her Friends? egregious, good, and wiſe, 
By Reaſon charm'd, and not by Humour driven: 
* Golden and + Gard'ner now poſſeſs the Skies, 


And © Martin every Virtue under Heaven. 


Depreſs'd by Years and Anguiſh, yet he pours 
One pious Tear to cloſe her honour'd Tomb, 
While |] Seward's vivid Fancy ſcatters Flowers 
Of vermil Die, and amarantine Bloom : 

Lov'd by the Dead, as to the Living known, 


LINCOLN & would heave a Sigh, and ſolemnize the Doom. 


V. 
Thee! God of God, and Light of Light, reveal'd 
In Types and Emblems to the Saints of Old, 
In Splendor inacceſſible conceal'd, 


Till ſweetly ſhrin'd in vegetable Mould : 

Fair of the faireſt, FIRST, ETERNAL, TRUE, 

Worſhip of Angels! Friend of human Race, 

Wearing terreſtrial Eyes, and Blood and Hue, 

That Man might fee his Maker Face to Face : 

To THEE for all JEHOVAH 's MERCY gives, 

She look'd, and ſent her Soul at every View. 
VI. 

So Iſrael gaz'd extatic, as he hears 

The wondrous Tale by Simeon begun, 


How Pharaoh bad the Memphians and his Peers, 


As Sheaves obedient bow before his Son: 


So gaz'd the three, at C ThREE on TaBoR's HEIGHT 


O'er-picturing Raphael, when he ſhook his Plumes, 
Ere from Niphates' Top he took his Flight, 


And fill'd the heavenly Circuit with Perfumes : 
So gaz'd the Twelve, while charioted in Clouds 


The radiant Lord his Glory re-aſſumes. 
VII. Warm'd 


* Late Warden of Wincheſter. + Late Rector of St. Olaves, 
Southwark. 4 Rector of Gotham, || Rector of Eyam, Derbyſhire. 
$ Dr. John Green, Biſhop, J Matt. xvil. 1, 2, 3. 
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VII. 

Warm d and ſublim'd by ſuch a Beam divine, 
Her op'ning Heart in Virtue ſpread its Fruit, 
Fair as the Cluſters on the generous Vine 
That loads the Branch in Honour of the Root. 
Each golden Sun in ſweet Succeſſion roll'd, 
Matur'd the Saint ; and with his Evening Ray 
Returning, to her great Creator told, 

Some Anguiſh aided; or a blameleſs Day: 
Ne'er, to give Paſſion Eyes, made Reaſon blind, 
Nor ſuffer'd Guilt to gloom her chearful Way. 


VIII. 
How did ſhe ſhame the wordy Phariſee? 
Whoſe lying Heart a fine Appearance heaves, 
Juſt as his Type, that execrated Tree,“ 
A ſteril Plenty of luxuriant Leaves. 
Boaſting th' Ablution of a filver Flood, 
The ſpecious Bullruſh wears a poliſh'd Skin, 
But feeds on Mire, and roots itſelf in Mud, 
And all is unſubſtantial Sponge withan : 
But ſhe at others Joy, or Woe, or Crimes, 
Shew'd honeſt Joy, and Woe, and Anger without Sin. 


IX. 

Did not her Bounty from my Mother Earth, 

To Bread and Bleſſings me benignly raiſe ? 

* Bid Science frown not on my humble Birth, 

« And fed it with the foſtering Dew of Praiſe ?” 
Ves; I have liv'd to thank her for her Care, 

To pay this Tribute to my matchleſs Friend ; 

To ſhew her Nurture flouriſh'd, not unfair, 

And oh! lament my Loſſes, and her End. 

A better Parent to the Poor and Me, 
Nor Want could wiſh, nor God in Goodneſs ſend. 


X. Thus 
The barren Fig tree. 
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X. 
Thus paſſing Life, without a dread of Death, 
Her Work was done before her ebbing Sands: 
Broke was her glaſſy Eſſence, ſtopt her Breath, 
No more to charm, or lift her holy Hands: 
Where was her Angel in that fatal Hour, 
When flaſh'd the Lightning from the livid Skies ? 
Perhaps remanded by Almighty Power, 
As at the Fall the guardian Cherub flies, 
Leaving the ſacred Balls of blooming Gold — * 
Where Ignorance is Bliſs, 'tis Folly to be Wiſe.” 


XI. x 
Her faithful Spirit, like the trembling Dove, 


Safe to the everlaſting Hills is fled, 
There plumes her Pinions in immortal Love, 


Nor ſtormy Wind or Tempeſt hurts her Head: 
A Seraph's Eye ſaw Mercy in the Blow, 

That ſtole the Saint from Torture or from Pain, 
When lingring Agonies conſuming flow, 

Would wring the Soul, or madden in the Brain. 
Her Pulſe made healthful Muſic to the laſt, 

Till daſht the + Urn that fed each gentle Vein. 


_- 
Bear then, my Friend, ſerene with ſteady Prow, 
Through this oppreſſive Tide of ſwelling Grief, 
"Tis half, the worſt of Bitterneſs to know, 
And healing Time may bring the Mind Relief: 


Lov'd and lamented may her Aſhes reſt 


Beneath her own inevitable Buſt, 

Though ſown in Weakneſs, with this Bleſſing bleſt, 
* That the religious Actions of the Juſt, | 
(To cheer the Paſſage thro' this Vale of Tears,) 

© Smell ſweet in Death, and bloſſom in the Duſt.” 


See Milton, 10 B. 17 V. + Eccleſiaſt. xii. 6. 
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